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PREFACE 


1S we are at War with the Pouier, it were well if we were at 
War with the Manners, of France. 4 Land of Levity, 
is a Land of Guilt - A Serious Mind is the native Sotl of every 
Virtue; and the fingle-Charatier that does true Honour to Man- 
kind. *,Fhe Soul’s Immortality bas been the favourite Theme 
with the Serious of all:Ages. Nor is it flrange; it is a Sub- 
ject by far the moft Interefting, and Important, that can exter 
the Mind of Man. - Of higheft Moment this Subjee? always was, 
and always will-be: Yet this its bighe/t Moment feems to admit 
of Encreafe, at this Day; a Sort of occafional Importance is 
_ fuperadded to the natural Weight of it; if chat Opinion which is. 
advanced in the Preface to the preceding Night, be Fuft. It is. 
there fuppofed, that all our Infidels, whatever Scheme for Argu- 
ments Sake, and to keep themfelves in Countenance, they patro- 
nize, are betray d into their deplorable Error, by fome Doubt 
of their Immortality, at the Bottom. And the more I confider this. 
Point, the more am I perfuaded of the Truth of that Opinion. 
Tho’ the Diftruft of a Futurity is a frrange Error; yet is it an 
Error into which Bad Men may naturally be diftreffed. For it 
is impoffible to bid Defiance to final Ruin, without fome Refuge in 
Imagination, fome Prefumption of Efcape. And what Prefump- 
tion is there? There are but Two in Nature ; but Tavo, within 


the Compafs of Human Thought. And thefe are,— That either 
| GOD 
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GOD will not, or can not, a Confidering the Divine At- 


On reviewing my Subjeli, by the Light which this Argument, 
and others of like Tendency, threw upon.it, I was. more inclin'd, 
than ever, to purfue it; as it appear'd tome to frrike direttly 
at the main Root of all our Infidelity. In the -following Pages, 
it is, accordingly, purfu'd at large; .and Jome Arguments for 
Immortality new (at leaft to me) are ventur'd onin them. There 
alfo the Writer has made an Attempt to fet the grofs. Abfurdities, 
and Florrors of Annihilation ia a fuller, and more affetting 
View, than is (I think) tobe met with elfewhere. 


The Gentlemen, for whofe Sake this Attempt was. chiefly made, 


profe/s great Admiration for the Wifdom of Heathen Antiquity : 
What Pity ’tis, they are not fincere? If they were fincere, how 
would it mortify them to confider, with what. Contempt, and ib- 
borrence, their Notions ‘would have been received, by Thofe they 
fo much admire? What Degree of Contempt, and Abhorrence, 
would fall to their Share, may be conjettured by the following 
Matter of Fatt, (in my Opinion) extremely memorable. - Of all 
their Heathen Worthies, Socrates (‘tis well known) was the moft 
Guarded, Difpaffionate, and Compofed: Yet this great Mafter 
of Temper was Angry; and angry at his Laff Hour; and 


angry 
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angry with bis Friend; and angry for what defervd Acknow- 
ledgment; angry, for a right, and tender Inftance of true Friend- | 
rip towards Him. Is not this furprizing ? What could be the 
Caufe? The Caufe was for bis Honour ; It was a truly noble, 
tho’, perbaps, a too punttilious, Regard for Immortality. or 
bis Friend afking Him, with fuch. an affettionate Concern as be- 
came a Friend, “ Where He fhould depofit bis Remains?” it: 
was refented by Socrates, as implying a difbonourable Suppofition, 
that He could be fo mean, as to have Regard for any thing, even ' 
in Himfelf, that was notIMMORTAL. | | 
This Fatt well-confider'd, would make our: Infidels withdraw 
their Admiration from Socrates ; or. make them endeavour, by their 
Imitation of this illuftrious Example, to fare bis Glory: . And. 
confequently, It would incline shem to perufe the following Pages . 
‘with Candor, and Impartiality : Which is all I defire : and that, . 
for their Sakes: For I am perfuaded,. that an Unprejudiced In- 
“fidel muft, neceffarily, receive fome advantageous Impreffions . 
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CONTENTS. 


a v4 N the Sixth Night, Arguments were drawn from Nature, 
in Proof of Immortality: Here, others are. drawn front 
Man: From his Difcontent, £.°3 3 from his Pailions, and 
Powers, 43 from the gradual.'srowth of Reafon, 53 from 
his Fear of Death, 6 ; from the Nature of Hope, 6, 7, &c. 
and of Virtue, 9, &c.; from Knowlege, and Love, as being 
the moft effential Properties of the. Soul, 14, &c.; from the 
Order of Creation, 15,. &c. 5 . from. the. Nature of Am- 
bition, 18, 9c. Avarice,: 23,. 24, Pleafure, 25, .4. 
Digreffion on the Grandeur of the Paflions, 27, 28 Im- 
mortality alone renders our Prefent State Intelligible, 28. 
An. Olyeétion from the Stoick’s: Disbelief of Immortality, 
anfwer'd, 29, 30. Endle/s Queftions unrefalveable, but on 
Suppofition of our Immortality, 31, 32. Lhe natural, moft 
. melancholy, and pathetic Complaint of a Worthy Man under 
the Perfuafion of wo Futurity, 33, &%c. The grofs Abfur- 
dities, and Horrors of Annihilation urg’d home on Lo- 
RENZO, 4.2, &c. The Soul’s vaff Importance, 49, &c.; 
from whence it arifes, 54, &c. The Difhiculty.of deing an 
Infidel, 56. The Infamy, 57; the Caufe, 59; and the 
Character, 59, 60, of an Infidel-State. What True Free- 
thinking is, 60, &c. ; the neceflary Punifhment of the Falfe, 
63. Man’s Ruin is from Himfelt, 64. An Infidel accufes 
himfelf of Guilt, and Hypocrify; and that of the worft 
Sort, 65. His Obligation to Chriftians, 66. What Danger 
He incurs by Virtue, ibid. Vice recommended to Him, 68. 
His high Pretences-to Virtue, and Benevolence, exploded, ibid. 
The Conclufton, on the Vature of Faith, 69, Reafon, 70, and 
Hope, 70; with an Apalogy for this Attempt, 72. 
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INFIDEL.-.RECLAIM bD.. 
PREAV’'N gives.the needful, but neglected, Call. 
iS What Day, what Hour,. but’ knocks at human 
Reale 0 (Hearts, : 
aoe meee ie =) To wake the Soul:to Senfe. of future Scenes # - 


Deaths ftand, like Mercurys, -in-ev’ry Ww ays" ase 

And kindly point us to our Journey’s End. 

Porz, who couldft make Immortals!-art thou dead?  - -? 
I give thee Joy: Nor will I take my Leave | “2 
So foon to follow. Man but dives at Death ;_ 

B — Dives 
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Dives Som the Sun, in fairer Day to rife; 


The Grave, his fubterranean Road to Bliss. 
Yes, infinite Indulgence plann’d i it fo; 
Thso’ various Parts our glorious Story runs ; 5 
Time pives the Preface, endlefs Age vnrolls 


The Volume, (ne’er unroll’d !) of human Fate. | 


ry 
ee 


T HIS, Earth, and Skies * already have proclaim'd, 


The World’s a Prophecy of Worlds to come ; 
And who, what Gop foretels, | (who {peaks in Zdings, 
Still louder than in Words) fhall dare deny ? 
If. Wature's Arguments dppear too weak, . 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger read in Maza. 
If Man fleeps on, .untaught by what he /ees, 
Can he prove Infidel to what he’ feels? © .. 
He, whofe blind Thought Futurity denies, 
Unconfcious bears, Bellerephon ! \ike thee, 
His own Indié&tment.; he condemns himfelf;  ” 
Who reads his Bofom, reads immortal Life; 
Or, Mature, there, impofing on her Sons, . 
Has written Fables, Man wasmadea Lye — . 

* Nicht the Sixth, 
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Wuy Difcontent for ever harbour’d there ?. 
Incurable Confumption: of our Peacel * 
Refolve me, why, the Cottager, and King, 7 
He whom Sea-fever'd Realms obey, andthe * 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from the Wafte, 
Repelling Winter’é blaft,’ with Mud and Straw, 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, ste 
In Fate fo diftant, in Complaint fo near. 


Is it, that Things Terreftrial can’t content ? °: 


Deep in rich Pafture, will thy Flocks complain ? 


Not fo ; but to their Mafter is deny’d 
To thare their fweet Serene. Man, ill at Eafe, 
In this, not Ais own Place, this foreign Field, 
“Where Nature fodders' him «with other Food, 
Than was ordain’d- his Cravings to fuffice,- 
Poor in Abundanee, ‘famifh’d at a Feaft, ; 


Sighs on for fomething tnore, -when-moff enjoy'de > - 
I; Heav’n then kinder to thy Flocks, than Thee? 


Not fo; thy Pafture richer; but remote + - 

In part, remote ; for that-remoter Part | . 

Man bleats from i ili tho, perhaps, debauch’d 
B 2 
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By Senfe, his Rea/on fleeps, nor dreams the Caufe. « . - - 
The Caufe how obvious, when his Reafon wakes? 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Difguife; - - 


And Difcontent is Lnmortality. an ar oo 


SHALL Sons a - mther, thall the: Blood af: Heay’ se 
Set up their Hopes on Earth, and ftable heres 
With brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire? | 
LORENZO! no, they thall be nobly pain’d ; 
__ The glorious Foreigners diftreft, fhall igh - 7 ae 
On Thrones; and Thou. congratulate the — 
Man’s Mifery declares him born for Blifs 3 - 
His anxious Heart afferts the Truth I fing, 
And gives the Sceptic in his Head the Lye. 
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Our Heads, our Hearts, our Paffions, and our Pow'rs, 
Speak the fame Language; call us to the Skies; 
Unripen’d Te/e in this inclement Clime, - 

Scarce rife above Conje@ure, and Miftake ; 

And for this baad af Trifles, Thofe too {trong, 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human Life ; 


What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 


6 Meet 


[s] 
Meet Objects for our Paffons Heav'n ordain’d, ae 
Objects that challenge all their Fire, and leave 
No Fault, but in Defe&: Bleft Heav’n! Avert 
A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs ; 
O for a Blifs unbounded! Far beneath — 
A Soul immortal,’ is a mortal Joy. 
Nor are our Pow’rs'to perifh immature ; 
But, after feeble Effort, Jere, beneath 
_Abrighter Sun, and in a nobler. Soil, 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary Bed, 
Shall flourifh fair, and put forth all their Bloom. 


Reason progrteflive, Jn/tiné? is complete ; 
Swift Inftiné? leaps; flow Reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their Zenith reach ; their little All 
Flows in at once; in Ages they no more _ 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Was Man to live co-eval with the Sun, 

The Patriarch-pupil would be learning ftill ; 

Yet, dying, leave his Leffon half unlearnt. _ 

Men perifh in Advance, as if the Sun 

Should fet ere Noon, in Ea/ffern Oceans drown 'd ; 
| If 


If fit, with Dim, I/luftrioug to compare, . - 
The Sun’s Meridian, with the Soul:af. Man. 
To Man, why, Stepdame /Vaturel {a fevere? :.. 


. Why thrown afide thy Mafter-piece pong 


While meaner Efforts thy laft Hand — 
Or, if abortively poor Man muft dir,.. . 


_ Nor reach, what reach he. might, ‘why die:in seeemiih 


Why curft with Forelight ? Wife to. ner” 
Why of his proud Prerogative the Prey? : 


| Why lefs pre-eminent in Rank:than Pain?—~ _ 


‘His Immortality alone can tell, — 
Full ample Fund -to ballance all wit, 


And turn the Scale in favour of the Jul. 


His Immortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of Kxigmas, human Flope ; 
Of all the darkeft, if at.Death we die. . 
lope, eager Hope, th’ Affafflin of our foy, 
All prefent Bleflings treading under foot, . 
Is fcarce a milder Tyrant than De/pair. 
- With no paft Toils content, ftill planning new, 
Fcpe turns us o’er to Death alone for Eafe.. 


Poffeffion, 


C7) 
Poff zffion, why, more taftelefs than Purfuit ? 
Why is a With far dearer than a Crown? 
That With accomplifh’d, why, the Grave of Blifs? 
Becaufe in the great Future bury'd deep, . 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, and Renown, | 
Lies all that Man with Ardor fhould purfue ; _ 
And He who made or bent him to the _ | 


Man's Heart th’ ALmicurT ¥ to the a fets, 
‘By fecret, and inviolable Springs; 
And makes his Hope his fublunary Joy. 
Man’s Heart eats all Things, and is hungry Kills. 
“© More, more, *: ‘the Glutton cries: For Seting New - 
So rages Appetite, if man can ‘¢ Mount, | 
He wil] Defcend..: He ftarves oh the Pipe 
Hence, the World's Mafter, -frotr Ambition’s Spire, - 
In Caprea plung’d ; and :div'd beneath the Brute. 
In that rank Sty why wallow’d Empire’s Son © 
Supreme? Becaufe he could no higher fly ; 
His Riot was Ambition in Defpair. . 
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O.Lp Rome confulted Birds ; Lorenzo! thou 7 
With more Succefs, the F light of Hope furvey ; 
Of reftlefs‘Hope, for ever on the Wing. 
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To Ay at all that rifes in her Sight 
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And never ftooping, but to mount again — 


‘Next Moment, he betrays her Aim’s Miftake,. 2 2. 0 ey 


And owns her Quarry lodg’d beyond the Grave. 


Tuere fhould it fail us, (it muft ‘fail us:there, 3 C2002: 


If Being ‘fails) more mournful Riddles rife, 
And Virtue vies with lope ‘in Myftery.. eee 
‘Why Viitue? Where its Praife, ‘its Being, fled? =: «171° 
Virtue is true Self-intereft purfw’d; | 
What, true Self-int’reft -of ‘quite-mortal Man? 
To clofe with all that’ makes him.Ha ppy-dere. 
If Vice, (as fometimes) ‘is our Friend on Earth, 
Then Vite is Virtue, ’tis our fov’reign Good. - 
In Sel/f-applaufe is Virtue’s golden Prize; 
No Selftapplaufe attends it on s4y Scheme; 
Whence, Self-applaufe? From Confcience of the Right? 
And what is Right, but Means of Happinefs ? 

No 
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No Means of Happinefs when Virtue yields; = 2 2051-2 
That Bafis failing, falls the Building too, _ 
And lays in Ruins every virtuous Joy. 


_ Tue rigid Guardian of a blamelefs Heart, 
So long rever’d, fo long reputed wife, 
Is weak ; with rank Knight-errantries o’er-run. 
Why beats thy Bofom with illuftrious Dreams - 
_ Of Self-expofure, laudable, and great ? 

Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious Death ? 

Die for thy Country ?---Thou romantic Fool ! 

Seize, feize the Plank thyfelf, an@ let her fink; 
Thy Country! what to Thee? (I {peak with Awe)~ 
The God-head, what? tho’ he fhould bid thee bleed? 
If, with thy Blood, thy final Hope is {pilt, | 
_ Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blow, 


Be deaf; preferve,thy Being ; difobey. 


Nor is it Difobedience: Know, Lorznzo! 
Whate’er th’ ALmicutT y's fubfequent Command, 
His firft Command is shis,—- “ Man, love thyfelf.” 


In this alone, Free-agents are not free. 


Cc Exiftence 


[x0] 
Exiftence is the Balis, Birfs the -Prize , a | 
If Virtue cofts Exiftence, ‘tis a Crime; 
Bold Violation of our Law fupreme, -— 
Black Suicide! tho’ Nations, which confult 


_ Their Gain, at thy Expence, refound Applaufe. 


Since Virtue’s Recompence is doubtful, Here, 
If Man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
" Why is Man fuffer’d td. be.Good ‘in-vain P 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man injoin’d? _ 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man betray’d ? | 
Betray’d by Traitors lode’d in his own Breaft,,. - 
By fweet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? | 
Why whifpers JVatere Lyes oft Virtue's Pathe, <4 
Or if blind Infing (whictt affomes the Name: 
Of facred Confcience} plays the Foolin Man, 
Why Rea/on made Accomplice inthe Cheat? 
Why are the Wifeft, loudeft in her Praife? 
Can Man by Reafor’s Bearh bé led aftray ? : 


Or, at his Petit. ifitate"his Gop? 0 


a : Os ae. Se oy ae 
Since Virtue fometitnes‘nins-us‘on Earth, = 
Or Both are true; or, Maa-furvives the Grave. 
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Or Man furvives the Grave, or own, Lorunzo !' 
Thy Boaft fupreme, a wild Abfurdity.:. 


_ Dauntlefs thy Spirit; Cowards are thy Soom. cae, | 


Grant Man immortal, and thy Scorn is juft.” ; 

The Man immortal, rationally brave, 9 | 
Dares ruth on Death,—-- becaufe he cannot die. 
But if Man lofes All, when Life is loft; 


He livesa Coward, ora Fool expires. = ° .. °' |. 


A daring Infidel, (and fuch theré are, - 

From Pride, Example, Lucre, Rage, Revenge, 
Or pure heroical Defeé&t of Thought) .--— : 
Of all Earth’s Madmen, moft deferves a Chain. . - 
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Wuen, to the.Grave, we follow the Reisown'd «3 0. 


For Valour, Virtue, Science, all we love, . 


Enabling us to thinkin higher Stile, -' 7 | 


Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Pow’rs 3 .’. 


Dream we, that Euftre of the-motal World, - 1! 0,4, +. 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottennefs thie: Clofer 65 > 


Why was he wife to know, and warm to praife, 
C 2 
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And all we praife ; for: Worth, whofe. Noon:tide Beam =: '. | 
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And 


And ftrenuous to tranfcribe, in human Life, 

The Mind. Aumicury ? Could it be, that Fate, 
Juft when the Lineaments began to fhine, 

And dawn the Dziry, . fhould {natch the Draught, 


With Night eternal blot it out, and give 


The Skies Alarm, left Angels too might die? — 


Ir Human Souls, why not Angelic too 
Extinguifh’d? and a Solitary Ged, 
O’er ghaftly Ruin, frowning from his Throne? 


$hall we, this Moment, gaze on Gop in Man ; 


The next, lofe Man for ever in the Duft? . 

From Duft we difengage, or Man miffakes ; 

And There, where leaft his Judgment fears a Flaw. 
Wifdom, and Worth, how boldly he commends ? 


Wifdom, and Worth, are facred Names ; Rever'd, 


Where not Embrac’d ;. Applauded! Deify’d! 
Why not Compafiion’d too? If Spirits die, _ 
Both are Calamities, inflied both, 

To make us but more wretched : Wifdom’s Eye 
Acute, for what? To {py more Mileries ; 


And Wortb, {9 recompens'd, new-points their Stings : 


t 


| [ +3 ] 
Or Man the Grave furmounts, or Gain is Lofs, 
- And Worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes - 
Weaknefs, and Vice, the Refuge of Mankind. 


“ Has Virtue, then, no Joys >” Yes, Joys dear-bought : 
Talk ne’er fo long, in this imperfett State, 
Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War; 

Virtue's a Combat ; and who Fights for Nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for {mall Reward ? — 

Who Virtue’s Self-reward fo loud refound, ~ 
Would take Degrees Angelic here below, 

And Virtue, while they compliment, betray, 

By feeble Motives, and unfaithful Guards ; | 
The Crown, th’ unfading Crown, her Soul infpires ; 
"Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 

The Body’s Treacheries, and the World's Affaults : . 
On Earth’s poor Pay, our famifh’d Virtue dies, 
Truth inconteftable! In Spite of all 

A Baye has Preach’d, or a V———x Believ'd. 


In Man the more we dive, the more we fee 


Heav’n’s 


[.t4:] 
Heav'n’s Signet ftaniping'an immortal Make, > 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Bafe i 
Suftaining all; what find we?:: Knowledge, Love. _ 2 
As Light, and Heat,. ‘effential to, the Sun, 
Thefe, to the Soul. And why, if Souls expire? 
How little Lovely. here ? How little Known? ... > ., 
Small Knowledge we-dig up. with endlefs-Tou; 
And Love, unfeign’d, may purchafe perfect Hate, _ 
Why ftarv’d,” on Earth, our’ Augel-Appetites; 9: . 
While Brutal are indulg'd theis: falfome Fill? 
Were then Capacities, divine conferr’d, 
As a Mock-diadem, in, falvage: Sport, - 
Rank Infult of our pompous Poverty, ~~ 


) 


Which reaps but Pain, from feeming Claims fo.fair? 
In future Age. lies nd Redreg And thuts. | 

Eternity the Door on ous Complaint.’ | 

If fo, for what. Krange Engly.were Mortals; wait 

The Worft to wallow,. ang the Beffiteweep; 
The Man who Merits moft, :muft moft, Complain a 

Can we conceive a Difregard iy Heaven, .' 3 

What the Worft perpetrate, or Beft endure? 


ee This 
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This cannot be. To Love, and Know,' in Man | 
Is boundlefs Appetite, and boundlefs Pow; 
And Thefe demonfttate boiindlefs Objetts too. « 
Objects, Pow’rs, Appetites, Hedv’n fuitsin All; 
Nor, Nature thro’, e’er violates this fweet, ©. 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful String: ub... fo 
Is Man the fole Exception from her Laws?.:: ~ 
Eternity ftruck.off from human!Hope,:)? o2.cien 0. 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Monfter, the Reproach of Heav’n, © 
A Stain, a -dark-impenetrable Clodd 2 6-2. 
On Nature’s beauteous Afpect;, and deforms, 
(Amazing Blot!} deforms her with. her Lard, 
If fuch is Man’s Allotment, what is Heav’n? .> , 
Or, own the Soul Immortal, or Blafpheme. 
Or own the Soul Immortal; or.invert.) 2): 
All Order. Go, mock-Majefty! go, Man! -. 
And bow to thy Saperives of; the Stall5;"02 2.2. 
Thro’ ev’ry Scene of Senfe Juperidr fars.*: 
They § graze the Turf untill’d:; —_?, ‘drink. the Stream 
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Unbrew’d, and ever full, and un-embitter’d 
With Doubts, Fears, fruitlefs Hopes, Regrets, Defpairs, 
Mankind’s Peculiar! Rea/on’s precious Dow’r! 
No foreign Clime T/ey ranfack for their Robes ; 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar ; 
Their Good is Good entire, unmixt, unmarr’d ; 
They find a Paradife in ev'ry Field, 
On Boughs forbidden,- where, no Curfes hang ; 
Their I//, no more than firikes the Senfe 5 unftretcht: 


_ By previous Dread, or Murmur in the Rear; 


When the wo7/f comes, it comes unfear’d ; one Stroke 
Begins, and ends, their Woe: They die but ence ; 
Bleft, incommunicable Privilege ! for which, 

Proud Man, who rules the Globe, and reads the sai 
Philofopher, or Hero, fighs in vain. 


Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 
No Day, no Glimpfe:of Day to folve the Knot, , - 
But what beams on it from Eternity. 
O fole, and fweet Solution! That unties | 
The Difficult, and foftens the Severe ; 
The Cloud on MVature’s beauteous Face difpels ; 
| 3 | | — Reftores 
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Reftores bright Ordér ; cafts the Brute beneath 5°!) .° 
And re-inthrones us in Supremacy - 6s 
Of Joy, ev’n Here: Admit immortal Life, ° 
And Virtue is Knight-errantry no more ; | 
Each Virtue brings in Hand a golden Dow’r, 
Far richer in Reverfions : -Hope exults; 
And tho’ much Bitter in our. Cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the Tafte of Heav’n. - 
O wherefore is the Driry fo kind 2: : 
Aftonifhing beyond Aftonifhment !-’ 
Heav’n our Reward----for Heav’n enjoy’d below, 

Stitt unfubdu’d thy ftubborn. Heart? For there 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I fing. | 
Reafon is guiltleS; Will'alone rebels. 
What, in that ftubborn Heart, if I fhould find 
New, unexpected Witnefles againft thee:? . 
Ambition, Pleafure, and the Love of Gain ! 
Can’ft thou fufpeé that Ze/e, which make the Soul - 
The Slave of. Earth, fhould own her Heir-of Heav’n? 
Can’ft thou fufpect, what makes us disbelieve 
Our Immortality, fhould prove it /ure ? 
Co D First, 
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‘ We blufh deteéted in Defigns and Praife, 
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First, then, Smdition fummon to the Bar. 
Ambition’s Shame, Extravagance; Difguft, 
And inextinguifbable Nature, fpeak. | - 
Each much depofes ; heer them-in theis Turn. 


Tuy Soul, how paflionately fond of Fame?’ 
How anxious, that. foud, Paflion to conceal? .- 


Tho’ for beft Deeds, and from the beft of Men; 2. 


And why ? Becaufe Immortal. Art divine 
Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul ; 
Heav’n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow; 
Bids it afcend the glowing Check, ‘and there. 
Upbraid that ljttle Heart’s inglorious Aim, 
Which ftoops to court a Ghatagter from Man; 


While o’er us, in tremendous Judgment, fit’ 


Far more than Man, with endlefs Praife, and Blame, © 


Amaition’s boundle/s Appetite out-{peaks 
The Verdi&t of its Shame. When Souls take Fire 
At high Prefumptions of their own Defert, 


One Age is poor Applaufe; the mighty Shout, 


The 


_ Crd | 
The Thunder by the living Few begun, 
Late Time muft echo; Worlds unborn, refound : 
We with our Names eternally to live. 
Wild Dream! Which ne’er had: haunted human Thought, 
Had not our Natures been eternal too. _ 
InftinG points out an Int’reft in Hereafter : 
But our blind Rea/on {ees not where it lies ; 
Or, feeing, gives the Subftance for the Shade. 


Fame is the Shade of Immortality, 
And in itfelf a Shadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn’d ; : it fhrinks to nothing i in the Grafp. - 
| Confult th’Ambitious; ‘tis Ambition’s Cure. 
And is This all ?:” -cry’d Cefar at his Height, 
Difgufted. This Third Proof Ambition brings — 
Of Immortality. The firft in Fame, | 
Obferve him near, your Envy will abate: 
Sham’d at the Difproportion vaft, between = 
The Paffion, and the Purchace, he will figh 
At uch Succefs, and bluth at his Renown. 


And why? Becaufe far richer Prize invites 


D2 
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It calls in Whifpers, yet the. Deafeft. hear. - 


-_ 
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Anp.can Ambition a Fourth Progf fupply? =... 


Kt can, and ftronger than the former Three ;. 
Yet quite o’er-look’d by fome reputed Wile.. 


Tho’ Difappointments in: Ambition pain, - 


And tho’ Succefs di/gu/ts;. yet fill, Lorznzo! oe ales 


In vain we ftrive to pluck it from our Hearts ; 


By Nature planted for the-nobleft Ends, - 


Abfurd the fam’d Advice to Pyrrkus giv "nA, i 


More prais'd than ponder’ d. {pecious, but. unfound : ee 
Sooner that Hero s Sword the World had quell’ d, 
Than Reafon, his Ambition. . / Man mf foar ; fs 


An obftinate Adivity within, 
An infuppreilive Spring will tol him up | 


In Spite of Fortwne’s Load. Not Kings alone, ; : | 


Each Villager has his Ambition too, 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter’d Slave: 
Slaves build their httle Babylons of Straw, 
Echo the proud Afyrian, in their Hearts, 


And cry,—~ Behold the Wonders of my Might.” 


@ 


r, ae: 
if 


His Heart ; far more illuftrious Glory calls3 0°. ° 


And 


| 
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And why? Becaufe immortal as their Lord ; 


And Souls immortal muft for ever heave 


At fomething Great ; the Glitter, or the Gold ; 
The Praife of Mortals, or the Praife of Heav’n. 


Nor abfolutely vain is Human Praife, - 
When Human is fupported by Divine. 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf; . | 


Pleafure, and Pride, (bad Mafters!) fhare our Flearts, 


As Love of Pleafure is ordain’d to guard, 


And feed our Bodies, and extend our Race; _ | 


The Love of Praife is planted to protec, - 
And propagate the Glories of the Mind. 
What is it but the-Love of Praife infpires, _ 
Matures, refines, embellifhes, exalts, — 


Earth's Happinefs? From ¢éaz, the Delicate, 


The Grand, the Marvellous, of Civil Life. « — 


Want, and Convenience, Under-workers, lay 
The Bafis, on which Love of Glory builds. 
Nor is thy Life, O Virtue! lef in Debt 

To Praife, thy {ecret-ftimula:ing Friend. 


Was Man not proud, what Merit fhould we mifs? 


Pride 
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Pride made the Virtues of the Pagan World, 
Praife is the Salt that feafons Right to Man, 
And whets his Appetite for moral Good. 
Thirft of Applaufe is Virtue’s Second Guard ; 
Reafon, her Firft ; but Reafon wants an Aid; 


Our private Reafon is a Flatterer ; 


Thirft of Applaufe calls public ‘iene! in, 


To poife our own, to keep an even Scale, | 
And give endanger’d Virtue fairer Play.. 

Here a Fifth Proof arifes, ftronger ftill : 

Why this fo nice Conftru@tiion of our Hearts ? 
Thefe delicate Moralities of Sen/fe ? 

This conffituttonal Referve of Aid 


To fuccour Virtue, when our Reafon fails ; 


If Virtue, kept alive by Care, and Toil, 
And, oft, the Mark of Injuries on Earth, 
When labour’d to Maturity, (its Bill 

Of Difciplines, and Pains, unpaid) muft die? 
Why freighted-rich, to dafh againft a Rock ? 


_ Was Man to perifh when moft ft to live, * 


O how mif-fpent were- all thefe Stratagems, 


By Skill Divine inwoven in our Frame ? 


4 


Where 
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Where is Heav'n's Holiness, and Mercy fled ? 
Laughs Heav’ n, at once, at Virtue, and at Man ? 


If not, why Tdat — "d, This — d? 


Tuus far Ambition. What fays Avarice ? 
This her chief Maxim, which has long been Thine, : 
«The Wife-and Wealthy are the fame.” I grant it. 
To ftore up Treafure, with inceflant Toil, 
This is Man’s Province, This his higheft Praife. 
To this great End keen Inftint# ftings him on 
To guide that Inftina, Reafon ! is thy Charge ; 
"Tis Thine to tell us where true T reafure lies : 
But Reafon failing te difcharge her Truft, 
Or to the Deaf difcharging it in vain, _ 
A Blunder follows, and blind Induftry, | 
Gall’d by the Spur, but Stranger to the Courle, 


Lf 


(The Courfe where Stakes of more than Gold are won), 
O’er-loading, with the Cares of diftant Age, 
The jaded Spirits of the prefent Hour, 


Provides for an Eternity below. 


“ Tyou fhalt not covet,” is a wife Command, 


But bounded to the Wealth the Sun furveys : 


Look. 
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Look farther, the Command ftands quite revers’d, 
And Av’rice is a Virtue moft divine. 
Is Faith a Refuge for our Happine/s ? 
Moft fure ; And is it not for Reafon too? 
Nothing this World unriddles, but the next. — 
Whence inextinguifhable Thirft of Gain? 
From inextinguifhable Life in Man: . - 


Man, if not meant, by Worth, to reach the Skies, — 


Had wanted Wing to fly fo far in Guilt. 

Sour Grapes I grant Ambition, Avarice ; 

Yet ftill their Root is Immortality. 

Thee its wild Growths {o bitter, and fo bafe, ; 
(Pain, and Reproach !) Religion can reclaim, © 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois’nous Lee, 


And make them {parkle in the Bowl of Blifs. 


Sze the Third Witnefs laughs at Blifs remote, 
And falfly promifes an Eden here ; 
Truth the thall {peak for once, tho’ prone to ™ 


A common Cheat, and Péea/ure is her Name. 


To 


e 
. 
_— 
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To Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; Ree ee 


Then hear her now, now fff, thy real Friend. 


= ae 


Since Nature made us not more-fond, than proud 


Of Happinefs, (whence Hypocrites in Joy, 


Makers of Mirth! Artificers of Smiles !) 
Why fhould the Joy moft poignant. Sen/e affords, _ 
Burn us with Blufhes, and rebuke our Pride? 


Thofe Heav'n-born Blufhes tell us Man defcends, | . 


Ev’'n in the Zenith of. his earthly Blifs:_. 
Should Reafon take her infidel Repofe, 

This honeft Infiné {peaks our Lineage high ;_ 
This Inftiné calls on Darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous Relation to the Stalls, | 
Our Glory covers us with noble Shame, 
And he that’s unconfounded, is unman'd, . 
The Man that Blufhes is not quite a Brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo! will I clofe, 
Pleafure is good, and Man for Pleafure eile | 
But Pleafure full of Glory, as of Joy; 


Pleafure, which neither blufhes, nor expires. 


7 E 


Tue 
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Tue Witnefles are heard, the Caufe i isoery)' 
Let Con/cience file the Sentence i in her Court, | 


Dearer than Deeds that half a Realm convey ; 


Thus, feal’d by 7ruzd, th’ authentic Record runs?) | 


« 


« Know all; Know Infidels, —unapt to Know! 4 


& °Tis Immortality your Nature folves ; 
«© "Tis Immortality decyphers Man, 
“ And opens‘all the Myfteries of his Make. 
© Without it, half his Inftinds are a Riddle , 
*® Without it, all his Virtues are a Dream : So 
4 His very Chiskei attelt his Dignity’; 3° : 


« His fatelefs Thirft of Pleafure, Gold, and F: ame, | 


“ Declares him born for Bleflings infinite ; 
« What, lefs than Infitiite; makes anabfurd:- 
“ Paffions, which’all on Earth.but more inflames ? 


“ Fierce Paffions fo mifmeafur'd to this Scene, 


“ Stretch’d out, ‘like Eagles Wings, beyond our Neft, 


“ Far, far beyond the Worth of all below, 
‘* For Earth too large, prefage a nobler Flight, 


« And evidence our Title to the Skies,” 
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Ye gentle Theologues of calmer Kind f 
Whole Conftitution dictates to your Pen, - 
Who, Cold yourfelves, think Ardor comes from Hell! 
Think not our Paffions from, Corruption {prung, 
. Tho’ to Corruption, now, they lend their Wings ; 
That is their Mifrre/s, not their, Mother. All oT 
(And juftly) Reafon deem Divine: I fee, 
I feel a Grandeur in the Poff ons too, 
Which fpeaks their high Defcent, and glorious End ; 
Which {peaks them Rays of an Eternal Fi ire, 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as firong, a | 
Ere Adam fell; tho’ wifer i in theig Aim. | 
Like the proud Ea/ern, ftruck by Providence, | 
What tho’ our Paffions 3 are run mad, and floop. - 
With low, terreftrial Appetite, to graze | 
On Trafh, on Toys, « dethron’d from high Defies 
Yet ftill, thro’ their Difgrace, no feeble Ray 
Of Greatnefs fhines, and tells ys whence they fell : 
But The/e, ( (like that fall’n Monarch ahs reclaim a), 
When Reafon 1 a the Rein aright, set 
Shall reafcend, remount their former Sphere, _ | 
Where, Once, they foar'd Iluftrious ; ere feduc’ do | 

E 2 : — By 


J 
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By wanton Eve’s Debauch, to ftrole on Earth, = 
And fet the _——" vee on Fire. 

Bur grant their Frenzy lafts; their —_— fails 
To difappoint one providenital End ; 
“Was Rea/on filent, boundlefs Paffor son Speaks | ahs 5 eS 
A future Scene of boundlefs Objetts too, re. 
And brings glad Tidings of eternal a | 
Eternal Day Tis that enlightens All; 
And All, by that enlighten’d, proves it ure. 
Confider Man as an immortal Being, 7 
Intelligible, All; and AllisGreat; 
A cryftalline Tran{parency prevails, Pamsa 3 
And ftrikes full Luftre thro” the Human Sphere; a 

Confider Man as mortal, all is ‘dark, a. ve 
And wretched ; Reafon a at a ie | 


NGO. eae f 


Tue learn'd ie ZO ie “ And Jet her weep, 
“¢ Weak, modern Reafon ; Antient Times were wife, 
“ Ausbority, that venerable Guide, 
“ Stands on my Part : the fam’d Athenian Porch, 
« (And who for Wifdom ‘fo renown'd’as They ?) 
7 i " 9 “« Deny’d 


897 
« Deny’d this Imimortality'to Manl# = eo go 
I grant it ; but.affirm they prov'd it too. * 
A Riddle, This ?* Have Patience, Vil explain. 
Tego ce Csr, Sa) ee ee eae 
Wuar noble Vanities, what moral Flights, | 
Glitt’ring thro’ thei¢ rémanti¢ Wildom’s: Page. 
Make us, at once;’ défpifé them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to Thele hiph-feafon’d Sire, 1 
They leave th’ Extravagance Of. ‘Song ‘below. |) 1'- - re 
“ Flefh fhall not feel ; Or feeling, thal erijoy | | 
“ The Dagger, or the Rack ; to them alike © 
“ A Bed of Robles, ‘or ‘the ‘burning Ball.’*’ EE cs 
In Men exploding all beyond tlie Grave, i 
Strange Doétrine, This ‘As -Doéfrine it was ftrange, 
But not as Prophity ; ; for fach it prov'd, oa 
And, ‘to their own ‘Amazement, - was fulfill’d : 
They feign’d a Firmnefs Chri ‘dual need not Kin, 
The Chrifian truly triumph’d i in’ the Flame? peo 
The Stoic faw, in double Wonder’ loft, 
Wonder at Them, and worder at Himflf, 
To find the bold'Adventures of his Thought)! °° 24.) 
Not bold, and that he ftrove to lye in vain: | 


WHENCE . 
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Waence, then, thofe Theo. Tho -tow'ring 2 Thi 
that flew Oe ; 
Such monftrous.Heights = From a lgtindh- a ad fom Pride. 
The glorious Infiné of a deathlefs Soul, 
Confus’dly confcious of her Dignity, - on 
Suggefted Truths, they.could not underftands, «1.00 
In Lu/?'s Domifiipn, - And ia Paffior's s.Btorm,... oe - ie 
Truth’s Syftem broken, {catter'd ‘Fragments lay, oats aa 


As Light in Chagy,.glimm, ring thro’. the  Gloom.s, Dott 
Smit with the Pomp off: lofty Sentiments BS nate Je A ee og 
Pleas'd Pride proclaim’d,': -what Reafen disbeliey e ee 


Pride, like the De/phig Rrieftety. with, a Swell, = ‘4. I 
Rav’d Nonfenfe, deftin’d. tp be Future Senke, . 
When Life Immrortal, in full Day, - thould Shine, bee 


They fpoke, what nothing but, {Immortal Souls no 
Could ily and thus the. Truth they qoeition’ d, proy a 


2a Ly 
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sank ryt , 
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Can rm Mfirditon os as, ke as ies Pas 
Speak Man Immortal ? All things fpeak. him fo. ) aS 
Much. has been urg'd 5. cand i doft, thoy call for more? P - 
Call ; and with endlefg Queftions be diftrett,- a 
Addl unrefolveable, if Barth is All, _ ae 


“ - & 


.© Wuy 
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| © Way Life, a Moment; . Infinite, Defire ?:. 
“ Our With, Eternity ; our Home, the Giave? 
“ Heav’n’s Promife.dermanit lies in human Hopé, 6 - 
“ Who wijbes Life Immortal, prover it t00; Co 
| Why Happinefs purfu’d, tho’ never found? - 
“ Man’s Thirft of Happinefs-declarés Pippo 
‘¢ (For Nature never Stavitates to y nought oo. 
| “ That Thirft ‘unquencht declares It is not Here. 
-_ ¢ My Lucia, Thy-Cranissa,:-call-ta Thoughts: So 6 
| . “ Why cordial Friendthip rivetted fodeep, a 
“© As, Hearts to pierce at firft, at: parting, rend; 
“If Friend, and Friendfhip varii(H in-an Hout? ~’ ie — 
“Ts not ‘this Torment in the Mafk of Joy? ee | . 
“ Why by Refleétion- marr’d the Joys of SenfeP 1: 
« Why Paf, and Futur®; preying oh our ‘Hearts, 
“ And putting all our prefent Joys to Death ? 
“ Why labours Rea/on ? Inftintt were as welll; 
«© Inftin@, far better; what can chufe, can err 3 
« O how infallible the thoughtlefs Brute ? 
“ > Twere well his Hotine[s-was half as {ure. 
‘© Reafon with Inclination, why at War? 
. wy Senfe of Guilt ? Why. Confcience up in Arms a 


ConsClIENCE 


Oh! with what Thoughts, ” Hope, and my Defpair, 
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Conscience’ of Quilt, is ‘Prophaoyof Paint ei? 
And Bofom-céuncil to: decline the Blaw, : eae ee. Gt © 
Reafon with Inclination: ne er had. jatrd,', < eee * 
If nothing Future paid Farbearante Herat it yi oN ™ 


‘Thus on—Theft, and a thoufand Pleas uncall'd, 


All promife, fome enfuré, a fecond Somes tio 20 
Which was it doubsfel, would be dearer far. ty) 
Than all Things elfe molt certain - was it falfey- 
What Zruth on.Earth'fo preciops as, the Lye 2: oe 
This World it gives us, ‘let what willenfue 5: | 
This World it gives, in that high Cordial, 7 ; 
The Future of the Prefent i is the Souls.) 
How this Life groans, when fever’ d ie ci next? 
Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Disbelieves!) 0 
By dark Diftruft his Being cut intwo, . |=. 7 
In both Parts perifhes; Life void of Joy, 

Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain! 


Counpst Thou perfuade me, the next Life could fail 
Our ardent Wifhes; how fhould J pour out 


My bleeding Heart in Anguifh, ew, as deep? 


Abhor'd 


pas ——— 
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Abhor'd Annruination! -blafts.the Soul; ‘ 
And wide-extends the Bounds of Human Woe? 


In this black Channel would my Ravingsrun:. | 


. 7! < e 
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‘ j é ° ° 
a % a i i 


“© Strange Import ‘of unprecedented ‘1H! 2 ak 
“ Fall, how profound! Like Lwueifer's, the-Fall!-. > --- 7 


ce 


Unequal Fate! His Fall; without his Guile}. 2 2 -- 
© From where fond Hope built her Pavilion high 


“ Grief, from the Future borrow'd Peace; -ere-while. -- 
“. The Future vanifht!: and the Prefent pain’! | 


“ The Gods-among, +hurl’d headlong, hurl’d atonce-- ” 


“ To Night! To Nothing’) Darkéercftill thais gle i 


If *twas a Dreant,’ why’ wake me;' niy worft Foe! © 
O for Delufion | O for Error fill! =. -)--~) | 


. ae 


Could Vengeance 'ftrikemuch: ftronger, thant to “ie 


A Thinking Being in ‘a World like This, - 
Not over-rich before, now. beggar’d: quite’ 
More curft than at the Fal? 2 The Sun gots out! | 


The Thorns fhoot' upt What Thorns in’ ev'ry Thought Ny 


Why Senfe of Better? It imbitters Worle. - 


Why Senfe ? Why Life > If -but to igh, then. fink 


F 


To what I was? Twice Nothing! and much Woe! 


c¢ Woe, 
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“ Woe, from Heaw'n’s Boustties! ‘Woe;: from what.'was wont. 
“ To flatter moft, ll Intellectual: Pow’ rs. 


“ Thought, Vi — Knowledge ! - Bleffin gs, ache thy Scheme, 

“« All poifon’d into Pains... Firft, Kvowledge, once > 
“ My Soul’s Ambition, ‘now her greatelt Dread... 04. > 
“ To know myfelf, true; Wildomi-—--Ne, ‘to fhun:t on > 
“ That fhocking Svience, ‘Parent of ne ohheue 2 
“ Avert thy Misrory UE I fee, 4 si Tod fete Pons > 


° v 
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ieee Creatar ?. Climb His ble Abode yo 
“ By painfal: Speculation, - piereg the Veil, spi 
“ Dive in His Nature,; read His Attributes, : 
“¢ And gaze in Admiratinp: »—-on.a.Foe: cs oe 
a Obtruding Life, withholding Happinels ?... 
“ From the full Rivers that furround His am 
“* Not letting fall one Drop of Joy « on Man ; 
“ Man gafping J for one Drop, that he might ceafe. 
“ To.curfe his Birth, dor envy Reptiles more | 
“ Ye fable Clouds! Ye darkeft Shades of Night ! 
“ Hide Him, for ever hideHim; from my Thought, 
“ Once all my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of Joy! © 


a ‘“* Now 


eee 
“ Now leagu’d with Furies, and with TAce againft me, ©. | 
“ Thee, Mankind’s boafted — ileal ~ 


“ Know His Atchievements ?- ne His Renown oe 

‘© Contemplate this amazing Univerfe, . .-° -- 

“¢ Dropt from His Hand, with Miracles replete P—- 

“© For what? "Mid Miracles:of nobler Name,“ 0) - 
‘ To find one Miracle of Mifery?... 2 0 0” 
“ To find the Being,’ which:dloné can Ayvew, 33.) -- 
“ And praife- His Works, a Blemifh on His:Praife ?: 
“ Thro’ Nature’s ample Range, in Thought, to _ — 


© And ftart at Man, the fingle Mourner There; ee ee a 


oe & 


«“ Breathing high Hope! chain’d down to Pangs, and ‘Dei 
© Knowine is Suff’ring :: And thall Virtie fhare © - 

“ The Sigh of Knowledge ? Virtue fhares the Sigh. 

“ By ftraining up the’ Steep: ‘of ’ BaceHlont, | 

“ By Battles fought, and frony Temptation, :won, os 

“* What gains fhe, but the Pang of feeing Worth, 

“ Angelic Werth,. foon, fhuffed in'the Dark. ..°: |. 


© With ev’ry Vice, and fweptto brutal Daft? ~~ * 


“ Merit is Madnefs; VirtueisaCrime;. . ©... .. ° 
7 F 2 “« A Crime 
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‘ A Crime to:Reafon, if it-coftsus Pain ©. 
‘ Unpaid + What Pain, amidft a thoufand more, 
‘ To think the moft Abandon’d, after Days 
° Of Triumph.o’er thefr-Betters, find in Death 
‘ As foft a Pillow, nor make fouler Clay? _- 


“ 


vA 


4 eds é L . 


“ Duty! Religion ! Thefe, our Duty done, - 
* Imply Reward. Religion is Miftake. © 
“© Duty ?--- There’s none, but to repel the Cheat. _ 
“ ‘Ye Cheats! ‘away ;' ye Daughiters of my Pride! =~ 
“ Who feign yourfelves the Fav’rites of the Skies : . 
*° Ye tow'ring Hopes}. abortive Energies |. 
*- That-tofs, and ftruggle in my /ying Breaft,’ 
“« To {cale the Skies, and build Prefumptions There, 
“ As I were Heir of anEtemity 5.) 0 0) bce bo 
_“ Vain, vain Ambitions! trouble me no mare. ' 
“ Why travel far in Queft of fure Defeat P 
As bounded as.my Being, be my With, — 
“ Allis inverted, Wifdom is a Fool. 
“ Senfe | take the Rein; blind Paffion } dive us on ; 


a 


a 


“ And, Ignorance ! befriend us on our Way ; 
“ Ye new, but trueft Patrons of our Peace | 
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Yes ; give the Pulfé full Empire ; live the Brute, 
Since, as the Brute, we die. ‘The Sum of Man, | 
ad God like Man! to o revel, and to Tot. 


“ Bur not on equal Terms with orher Brutess 
Their Revels a more poignant Relith yield, 

And fafer too ; They never Poifons chufe. 

Infiinéh, than Reafen, makes more wholfome Meak, 
And fends all-marring Murmur far away. 

For fenfual Life They beft Philofophize ; : 

Theirs, that Serene, the Sages fought i in vain = _- 
"Tis Man alone expoftulaties with Heavy’ rn, 

His, all the Pow’r, and all the Caufe, to mourn, 
Shall human Eyes alone diffolve i in Tears F 

And, ‘bleed, in Anguith, none but suman Hearts r 


The wide-ftretcht Realm of Tntelleftual Woe, 


Surpatling Senfual far, is All our Ow 
In Life fo fatally diftinguifhe, ' why 
Caft in one Lot, confounded, lumpt, in Death ? 


« Epe yetin Being, wa’ Mankind in'Guilt? 


Why thunder'd this peculiar Clau/e againft us, 


; a a a | ' AIL- 
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“ Reafons of ‘State, their Subje&ts may not fcan, , 

“© Nor Aumbly reafon, when they forely-figh ?- 
“* All-mortal, and All-wretched !---*Tis too much.3 
** Unparallell'd in Nature: "Tis too much 

On Being unrequelfted at Thy Hands, . 


Omnipotent ! for J fee nought but Pow’r.. 


“And why {ee That? Why Thought P To toil; and eat, . 
6° Then make our Bed in Darknefs, needs no Thought. 
“What Superfluities. are reas ‘ning Souls Pam Sf ss 

| 
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All-mortal, and All-wretched!— Fave the Skies! 


“ Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deftroy.- -— | | 
“ But without Thought our Curfe were half unfelt ; 7 
“ Tes blunted Edge would {pare the throbbing Heart, . 

“ And therefore ’ tis beftow’ d. I thank thee, Repfon !, 
For aiding Life s too {mall Calamities, 

“ And giving Being to the Dread of Death. - 

‘© Such are thy Bounties be Was it then too niall oe 
_“ For me, to trefpafs on the Brutal Rights > 


Too much for Heav'2 to make one Emmet more ? 


““ A longer Stay with Effences unwrought, . 


| 
Too much for Chaos.to permitmy Mafe-- - 2. | 
I 7 Unfathion’d, | 

| | 


0-397) 
“ Unfafhion’d; - unitormented intoManP) 0? 
“ Wretched Preferment to this Round. of Pains ie 
“ Wretched Capacity of Frenzy, Zdought! 2.) 
“© Wretched. Capacity of Dying, Lifes 2 es 
Life, Thought, Worth, Wifdom; Al\ (Oh foul Revolt l) 
Once F riends to Peace, gone over to the Foe. 


~ 
ta) 


a 
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 “ Death, then; has chang’d its Nature too: O Death! - 
“© Come tomy Bofom,, Thou beft Gift-of Heav’n ! | 7 
‘© Beft Friend of Mamf Since Man is Man no more. 
“ Why in this thorny Wslderne/s fo long, ' | 
“4 Since there’s no Promis'd Land's ambrofial Bow’r, — 
‘“‘ To pay me with its Honey for my Stings? iu 
“ If needful to the felfith Schemes of Heav’p 
“ To fting us fore, why mockt our Mifery? 
© Why this fo {umptuous Infult o'er our Heads ? 


“ Why this Illuftrious Canopy difplay'd? . ° | ? r ; <a: 
“ Why fo magnificently lodg’d Defpair ? at Ape 4 


“« At ftated Periods, fure-returning, rowl 

“ Thefe glorious Orbs, that Mortals may compute 

‘“‘« Their Length of Labours, and ef Pains; ner lofe. _ - 
“© Their Mifery’s full Meafure ?-— Smiles with Flow’rs, 
se” | “« And 
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And Fruits promifcuous, ever-teeming Earth, 


¢ ‘That Man may languith in luxurious Scenes, 


“¢ 


cs 


c¢ 


c¢ 


cc 
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And in an Eden mourn his with’ting Joys? 
Claim Earth and Skies Man’s Admiration, due - 
For /uch Delights! Bleft Animals! too Wife 

To wonder ; and too Happy to complain | 


“ "Our Doom decreed demands a mournful Scene ; 

Why not a Dungeon dark, for the Condemmn’d ? 

Why not the Dragon's fubterranean Den, 

For Man to howl in? Why not his Abode, 

Of the fame difmal Colour with his Fate? 

A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaft Expence — 

Of Time, Toil, Treafure, Art, for Owls and Adders, 
As congruous, as, for Man, this lofty Dome, 7 
Which prompts proud Thought, and kindles highDefire, 

If from her humble Chamber in the Duft, - | 
While proud Thought fwells, and high Defire inflames, | 
The poor Worm calls us for her Inmates there ; ‘ 

And, round us, Death’s inexorable Hand - . 


Draws the dark Curtain clofes; undrawn no more. | 


“ Undrawn 
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© Undrawn no more? Behind the Cloud. of Death, 
“ Once, I beheld a Sun ; a Sun which gilt — 
“ That fable Cloud, and turn’d it all to Gold ; 
“ How the Grave’s alter’d ? Fathomlefs, as Hell!) -- - 
“ A real Hell to Thofe, who-dreamt of Heav'n. _ 
. An NIHILATION ! How it yawns before: me? _ | 
«* Next Moment I may drop from Thoughe, -frotn-Senfe, - 
“ The Privilege of Angels, and of ‘Worms, 7° > 
“« An Outcaft from Exiftence! And this Spirit, 
“ This all-pervading, this all-confcious Soul,! '= == 
“ This Particle of Energy divine, _ . 4 
“ Which travels Nature, ‘flies from Star to Star, ~~: 
« And vifits Gods, and emulates their Pow’rs, _ 
“ For ever is extinguifht.. Horror! Death! — 


“ Death of shat Death I fearle/s, once, furvey’d.: . 


‘© When Horror Univerfal fhall defcend, 
“ And Heav’n’s dark Concave urn all‘ Human Race, 
“ On that. enormous, unrefunding Tomb, . 


“© How juft this Verfe ? this monumental Sigh! 


Beneath the Lumber of demolifbtWorldsy.- 0. . 2+. 


Deep in the Rubbifh of the gen’'ral Wreck, * 
Swept Ignominious to the.common Mafs.: . 1. 
eee. G 


OF 
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Of Matter, never vignify d with Lifes. 100 > 
Here lie proud Rationals ; The Sons of Heat'n ? 
The Lords of Earth! The Property of Worms? - |. » 
Beings af Yefterday, and no To-morrow! ~. °. 077 » 
Who liv'd in Zerror, and in Pangs expir'd ! 
All gone to. rot in Chaos; or, to make a3 
Their happy Trasfit into Blocks, or Brutes, = 
Nor longer fully their Creator's Name. — 
Lorenzo! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce. -. 
Jult is this Hiftory ? If fucb is Man, 
Mankind’s. Hiftorian, tho’ Divine; might weep; 
And dares Lorenzo fmile ?---I know thee Proud; 
For once let Pride befriend thee ; Pride looks pale _ 
At fuch a Scene, and fighs for fomething more... 
_ Amid thy Boafts, Prefumptions, and Difplays, 
And art Thou then a Shadow? Eefs than Shade ? 
A Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ?.To Aave been, 
And of zo e, is lower than Unborn.’ | 
| Art thou ambitious 2 Why then. make the Worm: 
Thine Equal 3, Runs thy Tafte of Pleafure high ? 
Why patronize fuse Death of ev’ry Joy ? 
Sd | Charm 
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Charm Riches ? ;Why.chufe Begg'ry m the Grave, _ 


Of ev’ry Hope a Bankrupt ! and for ever ? 

Life’s Joy fo rich, Thou can‘ft not with for more? 
Ambition, Pleafure, Avarice, pesfuade Thee - 
To make that World of Glory, Rapture, Wealth, 
They lately prov'd, thy Soul’s fu preme Defire. 


Wuar art thou made of ? Rather, how Unmade? 
Great Nature’s Mafter-appetite-deftroy’'d:l 5... 
Is endJefs Life, and: Happinefs, defpis'd ? 

Or Both witht, Here; where Neither can be found ? 


Such Man’s perverfe, ‘eternal War with Heav’n? 


Dar’ft Thou perfift ? And is there nought on Earth, 
But a long Train of tranfitory, Forms, ... 


Rifing, and breaking,: Millions in.an Heuryh 7 


- Bubbles of a fantaftic Deity, blawnup: 


In Sport, and then in Crelty deftroy:? 


Oh! for what Crime, unmerciful: Lorenzo! 2 6 ot 


Deftroys thy Scheme the Whole of human Race? 
Kind is fell Lacifer compar'd to Thee: 9.95 2 
Oh! fpare this Wafte of Beitig half divine 5°" 
And vindicate th’ Oeconomy of Heav'n. 

0 G 2 
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Heav n is all Love .all Joy in giving Joy; % wos.) con) 
It never had created, but to blefs: fy 
And hall It, then, ftrike off the Lift of f Life, 
A Being bleft, or Worthy.fo tobe? ... 
Heav’n ftarts at an annibilating Gov. 

Is That, all Mature ftarts at, thy Defire ? 
Art fuch a Clod to with thyfelf all Clay? . - soe 
What is that dreadful Wifh ?— The dying Groan, «i102 35D 
Of Nature murder’d by the blackeft Guilt:) 9 
What deadly Poifon has thy Nature drank? © | 
To Nature undebaucht no Shock fo préats; 2:00 0 i: 7 
Nature’s F7f? With is endle/s Happine/s ; 
| Annililation is an After-thought, | 
A monftrous With unborn, till Virtue dies. 
And oh! what Depth of Horror lies inclos’d ? 
For Non-exiftence no Man ever witht, 


But, farft, he wifht the Derry deftroy’d. a ae, 


Tr fo; what Words are dark énough to draw. | ee 
Thy Pi@ure true? The darkeft aretoo fair. 5 «> s 
Beneath what baleful Planet, in what Hour | 

| Of 


_— 
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Of Defperation, by what Fury’s Aid, 
In what Infernal Pofture of the Soul, 


All Hell invited, .and all Hell in Joy, 


At fuch a Birth; a-Birtth fonear‘of Kin, 82 9 °.. ¥ 


Did thy foul Fancy whelp fo black a‘Scheme,  ° 
Of Hopes abortive, Faculties half-blown, 
And Deities begun, reduc’d to Duft? 


Tuere’s nought, Thou fayft, but one eternal Flux ©" 5 . 


Of feeble Effences, tumultuous driv’n 


Thro’ Time's rough Billows into Wight’s Abyf&. =. 0: 


Say, in this rapid Zide of .human Ruin, ae 
Is there no Rock, on which Man’s tofling Though a, 


Can reft from Terror, dare his Fate furvey, 

And boldly think it Something to be Born ?- i‘ 
Amid fuch hourly Wrecks of Being fair, | 
Is there no central, all- faftaining Bafe, 
All-realizing, all-conneéting Pow’r, | 
Which, as it call’d-forth all Things, can reca//, 
And force Defruétion to refund her Spoil ?., . ; 
Command the Grave, reftore her taken Prey? 


Bid Death’s dark Vale its Human Harvelt yield, ; . . 


wt 


And 
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And Earth, and Ocean, pay their Debt of Many. 2 2-5". 
True to the grand Depofit trufted There ? 


Is there no Potentate, whofe out-ftretcht Arm, © 5 -¢ 0 is 


(When rip’ning Time calls forth th: appointed Hour,) 


‘Pluckt from foul Devaffation's famifht Maw, 


Binds Prefent, Paft, and Future, to. his Throne? . 25 


His Throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac’d, — 

By germinating Beings cluft’ring round, 

A Garland warthy the. Divinity,1 a ee 
A Throne, by Heav’n’s Omnipotence in Smile, © 


Built, (like.a Pharas tow'ting in the Waves) 


Amidft immenfe Effufions of his Lave; 


An Ocean of communicated Blifs. 


Aw all-prolific, afl-preferving Gon! 
This were a Gop indeed, And fuch is Man 
As here prefum'd: He rifes from his Fall... 
Think’{t Thou Omnipotence a naked Root, 
Each Bloffom fair of Deity deftroy’d?.. 


Nothing is dead ; nay} Nothing fleeps 5 ‘each Soul o> Has 


That ever animated human Clay, 


Now wakes; is.on the-Wing: And where, 0 where, 


5 Will © 
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Will the Swarm fettle ?-- When the Trusmpez’s Call, 
As founding Brafs, collects us, round Heav’n’s Throne: 
Conglob’d, we bafk in everlafting Day, | 
(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. 


Had not the Soul this Outlet to the Skies, = =. 
In this vaft Veffel of the Univerfe, ~ | 


~ How fhould we gafp, as in an empty Void ? 
How in the Pangs of famifht Hope expire ¢ 


How bright Zéis Profpea fhines? How gloomy, Thine? 

A trembling World! and a devouring Gop! — 
Earth, but the Shambles.of Omnipotence! 
Hleav’n’s Face all ftain’d with. caufelefs Maffacres, 
Of countlefs Millions, born to feel the Pang 
Of Being lof, Lorenzo! canitbeP voi. 
This bids us fhudder at the Thoughts of Life. - 
Who would be barn to fuch a phantom World,, 
Where nought Subftantial, but our Mis'ry t 
Where Joy (if Joy) but heightens our Diftrefs, 
So foon to. perifh, and revive no. more). 
The greater /uch a Joy, the more It pains... - 

A World, -where dark, myfterious Vanity. ee 
se 4 OF 
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Of Good, ‘arid Ji/, the diftant Colours” blends, ::°..° 2222 707 


Confounds all Rea/on, and all Hope deftroys; © 
Reafon, and Hope, our fole Afylum Here Pee 


to 


A World fo far from Great, (and yet how: Great. 73... 


It thines to Thee?) .there’s nothing Real in it; 

A Dream, how dreadful?: Univerfal Blank, : 
Before it, and Behind! Poor Man,'-a Spark =. ~ 
From Non-exiftence {truck by Wrath divine, 


Being, a Shadow! Confcioufnefs,..a Dream!" ..j 


Glitt’ring a’ Moment, nor that Moment fure, 
‘Midft Upper, Nether, and Surrounding WVigér, 
| His Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Etérnal Tomb. 
Lorenzo! doft Thou feel thefe’ Arguments? 
Or is there nought but Vengeance can be felt ? 
How haft Thou dar’d the Derry dethrone? 
How dar’d indict Him of a World like This ? 
If fuch the World, Creation was a Crime; , 
For what is Crime, but Caufe:of Mifery ? . 
Retraét, Blafphemer ! And unriddle Zais, 
" OF endlefs Arguments adove, delow,  . 
Without us, and within, ‘the fhort Refult, 


“ IF Man’s Immortal, there’s a Gop in Heav'n. ’ 


Bur 
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But wherefore fuch Redundancy? Such Wafte - .- -- * 


Of Argument ? One fets wy Soulat Ret; = ss * 
One obvious, and at Hand, and, Oh !-— at Heart. 
So juft the Skies; Putnanper’s Life fo pain’d, 
His Heart fo pure; thai, or fucceeding Scenes 
Have Palms to gives or.tie’er had He hom bort. 


“ What an old Tale is This! !? Lorenzo cries.-- - 
I grant this Argument is-old ;’ but-Truth - 
No Years impair ;' and had ‘riot This been Tre 
Thou never hadft defpis’d- it for its Age. - - 
Truth is Immortal as thy Soul ; and Fable 
As fleeting as thy Joys: Be wife, nor make 
Heav’n’s higheft Bleffing, Vengeance: O be wifel = 


Nor make a a of F Immortality 


Say, know’ ft Thou what It is?) Or, what Zou ait'? 
Know’ft Thou th’ Importance of a Soul Immortal? — 
Behold this Midnight Glory ; Worlds, on. Worlds! 
Amazing Pomp! Redouble ‘this'Arnaze; | | 
Ten thoufand add ; ‘add twice Ten thoufand more; 
Then weigh the Whole; One Soul outweighs them All; 


ie H - And 
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And calls th’ aftonifhing Magnifiwence acer. eee 


Of unintelligent Creation, ao . Oe ee 
ee is ee: iy ga 


For This, oe not #a}i hoe ‘Maz believe ; 


(les So 


Truft not in Words, but Deeds 5. and Deeds no “~ ae 


Confult them All; confulted, All proclaim — 
Thy Soul’s Impostange: ‘Fremble at, Thyfelf ; 

For whom Ommnipotenc¢ has. wak'd folongr. 
Has wak’d, and.work’d, fot Ages ;' frorn the Birth: © 
Of Nature, to this —n Hour, 4) 2: 


7° nels aaa 
J + 


In this {mall Province of His valt Domain, - 


e 


(All ature bow, while I pronounce his: Name!). “| 


What has Gop done, and not for: this fole End, > ~ 


To refcue Souls from Death ? The Soul's high Price 
Is writ in all the Condué: of: the Skies. 

The Soul's high Price is the Creation's. Key, ‘ 
Unlocks its Myfteries,,.and naked lays 

The genuine Caufe of ev'ry. Deed divines 2 sae 
That, is the Chain of Ages, which ‘maintains © 


Their obvious Correfpondence, and nnites o 
2 Vt | 
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Moft diftant Periods in'One Bleft Defign 
That, is the Mighty’ Hinge, on which have turn ‘a 
All Revolutions, “whtether we regard | 
The Wat'ral, Civil, or Religious, World ; 
The Former Two, but Servants to the Third: 
To That their Duty done, they Both expire, 
Their Ma/s new-caft, forgot. their Deeds renown dy 


And Angels afk, Where once they fhone fo Fair?” 


e ’ ¢ ; 
~” s 
‘ 


To lift us from ¢his Abjeét, to Sublime ; 3 
This Flux, to Permanent; this Dark, to Day ; ; 
This Foul, to Pure; this Turbid, to Serene ; 3 
This Mean, to Mighty |-—for this glorious End 
Th’ Aumicury, rifing, his long Sabbath broke ; 
The World was Made; was Ruin’ qd; was Reftor d; 
Laws from the Skies were Publith’ d; were re Repeal’ d; 
On Earth Kings,” Kingdoms rofe ; Kings, = fell ; 
Fam’d Sages lighted up the Pagan World, | _ 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen Glance 
Thro’ diftant Age; Saints’ travell'd ; mpi bled ; 
By Wonders facred Nature ftood controul’ d; —— ; 
The Living were Tranflated ; Dead were Rais’ d; | | 
f HI 2 Angels, 


cd Mw, Mis, Mtn — al nl eo 
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Angels, and more than Angels, -came from Heav'n. BA ane | 
And oh! — for This, defcended lower till, © = 
Gilt was Hell’s Gloom ; aftonifht at his Guelt, | 
For one fhort Moment- Lucifer ador'd: sy = 
Lorenzo! and wilt Thou do lefs i ?-— For This, 

That Hallow’d Page, Fools {coff at, was infpir de tak 
Of all thefe Traths thrice-venerable Code! . e 32 Re a | . 
Deifts ! perform your Quarentine 5 and then, | | | 


Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, left you die. 


Nor lefs.intenfely bent Lnfernal Pow’rs | 
To mar, than thofe of Light, this End.to gain. 
O what a Scene is.Here !--- Lonenzo! iialess | 
Rife to the Thought ; exert, expand, thy Soul 
To take the vaft Idea: It. denies ae ws 
All elfe the Name of Sinbad Two warring Worlds! 1 
Not Europe againft Afric ; Warring Worlds, 
Of more than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing! | | 
On ardent Wings of Energy, and Zeal, _ | 
High-hov’ring o’er this little Brand of Strife! | 
T his fublunary Ball.-- But Strife, for what ? 


In their own Caufe confliting? No; in Thine, 


In 
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In. Man's. His Angle Int’reft blows the Flame ;_ 
His the fole Stake ;. His Fate the Trumpet founds, 
Which kindles War Immortal. How It burns? 
Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms ! | 
Force Force oppofing, till the Waves run high, 
And tempeft Nature’s univerfal Sphere. 
Such Oppofites Eternal, Stedfaft, Stern, 
Such Foes Implacable, are Good, and I// ; 


Yet Man, vain Man ! would mediate Peace between them. | 


Tuinx not this Fiction. ‘* There was War in Heav’n. ” 
From Heav’n’s high cryftal Mountain where It hung, 
Th’ AumicuTy’s outftretcht Arm took down his Bow ; 
And fhot His Indignation at the Deep : 
Rethunder’d He//, and darted all her Fires.-- 
And feems the Stake of little Moment ftill ? 
And flumbers Man, who fingly caus’d the Storm ? 
He fleeps.—- And art ‘Thou fhockt at Myfteries ? 


. The Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refleat, 


What Ardor, Care, and Counfel, Mortals caufe 
In Breafts Divine? How Little in their Own? 


WHERE-E ER 
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“WHERE*E’ ER I-tura,, how. -pewnPraofs poux upgn me! >". 
‘How happily This wondrous View fupports of 
My Former Argument} How ftrongly, ane 
Immortal Life’s full: Demonftration, Hire! | 
way this Exertion ? Why this ftrange. Regard 
From Heav’n’s Omnipotent indulg'd to Manie-20 
Becaufe, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Pow, = > 
Extremely to be Pain'd, or Bleft, for ever. | 
Duration gives Importance ;- {wells the Price. 
An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 
What would He be?. A Trifle of no Weight ;. 
Or Stand, or Fall; no Matter which; He’s gone.” 
Becaufe ImmortTAt., therefore i —_ | 
This flrange Regard of Deities to Duft. 
Hence, Heav’n looks Jawa on Earth with all her — 
Hence, the Soul's mighty Moment in her Sight :. 
Hence, ev'ry Soul has Partizans Above, . 
And ev'ry Thought a Critic in the Skies :_ 
Hence, Clay, vile Clay! has Angels for its Guard, 
And ev'ry Guard a Paffion for his Charge : . 
Hence, from all Age, the Cabinet divine | 
Has held high Counfel o’er the Fate of Man. 
| Nor 
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Nor have the-Clouds thofe gracious Counfels hid: 


_ Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne, en 


And Provipence came forth to meet Mankind : 
In various Modes of Emphafis, and Awe,. 

He {poke his Will, and trembling WVature heard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in Thunder, and in Storm. 
Witnefs, Thou Sinai! whofe Cloud-cover’'d Height, 
And fhaken Bafis own’d the prefent Gop: 

Witnefs, ye Billows ! whofe returning Tide, 
Breaking the Chain that faften’d it in Air, 

Swept Egypt, and het Menaces, to Hell : 

Witnefs, ye Flames f th’ Afprian Tyrant, blew: 

To fev'nfold Rage, as Impotent; as Strong: 
And Thou, Earth! witnefs, whofe expanding Jawa 


_ Clos'd o'er * Prefuinption S facrilegious Sons :: 


Has not each Element, in Turn, fubfcrib’d’ 


‘The Souls high Price, and {worn it to the Wife ? | 
- Has not Flame, Ocean, ther, Earthquake, ftrove. 


To ftrike shis Truth, thro’ adamantine Man? | 
If not All-adamant, ‘Lorenzo! heat ‘ | 


All is Delufion ; JVature is wrapt up - 
* Corab, &c. 


bans 
There’s no stalin. ‘adie Plan, ¢ or End, 
In all Beneath the Sun, -in all above, _ 
-(As far as Man can penetrate ) or Heav'n > 
Ts an Immenfe, Ineftimable Prize ; 
Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is All—-_ 
And fhall each Zoy be ftill a Match for Heav’n ? 
And full Equivalent for Groans Below? 
Who would not give a Trifle to prevent, — 7 
What He would give a Thoufand Worlds to cure ? - 


Lorenzo! Thou haft feen (if Thine, to fee) 
All Wature, and her Gop, (by Nature's Courfe, 
And Nature’s Courfe controul’ d,) declare for me: 
The Skies Above proclaim. °° ‘Immortal Man!” - 
And, ‘* Man Immortal !’’ all Below refounds, 
The World’s a Syftem of Theology, 

Read, by the greateft Strangers to the Schools ; 
If Honeft, Learn’d ; and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos’d on Thee, 


This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 


Thy 
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Thy Reafon, and thy Sex/e; or, to Believe ? 
What then is Undelief ? "Tis an Exploit; 
A ftrenuous Enterprize: To gain it, Man 
Mutt burft thro’ ev’ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the fturdy Combatant ? | 
His Prize, Repentance ; Infamy, his Crown. 


But wherefore, Fufamy ?- For Want of Worth. 
Down the fteep Precipice of Wrong He flides, 
There’s nothing to fupport him in the Righz. 
Faith in the Future wanting, is, at leaft 
In Embryo, ev'ry Weaknels, ev’ry Guilt ;. . 
And ftrong Temptation ripens it to Birth. 

If this Life’s Gain invites him to the Deed, 

Why not his Country fold, his Father flain ? 

Tis Virtue to purfue our Good Supreme ; 

And his Supreme, his o#/y Good is Here. 

Ambition, Av’ rice, by the Wife difdain’d, . 

Is perfect Wifdom, while Mankind are Foods, 

And think a Turf, or Tombftone, covers All ; 

Thefe find Employment, and provide for Senfe 
| 1 


A richer 


A richer Pafture, and a larger Range; . 

And Sen/e by Right Divine afcends the Throne, — 
When Rea/on's Prize, and Profpeét is no more ; 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heav’n; 


sia Heav'n quite beggar Virtue, if belov'd ? 


« Has Virtue Charms? ”-—-. 1 grant Her hear nly Fair: 7. 


But if un-portion’d, all wall Zxz’ ref wed ; 

Tho’ Zhat our Admiration, This our Choice. 

The Virtues grow on Immisrtality, 

That Root deftroy’ d, they wither and expire. 

A Derry believ’d, will nought avail ; | 

Rewards and Punifomments make Gop ador ‘d; ee 
And Hopes and Fears give Confeience all her Pow’r: | 
As in the dying Parent dies ‘the Child, | | 
Virtue, with Immortality, expires. 

Who tells me He denies his Soul Immortal, 

Whate’er his Boaft, has told me, He’ sa Knave. 

His Duty ’tis, to love Himfelf alone, 

Nor care tho’ Mankind perth, if He {miles 

Who thinks ere-long the Man fhall wholly die, | 

Is dead already ; nought but Brute furvives, 


E | Anp 
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Anp are there fach ?— Such Candidates there are = *, 


For more than Death ; for utter Lofs of Being; 
Being, the Bafis of the Day! G ue 
Ak you the Cau/e ?—- The Caufe they will not wilt ee 
Nor need they : Oh the Sorceries of Senfe ! 

They work this Transformation on the Soul, 

Difmount her from her: native Wing, (which foar'd 
Ere-while Ztherial Heights ). and throw her down, - 
To lick the Duft, and crawl in fuch a Thought. 


Is it in Words to paint you? O ye Fall’n! 
Fall’n from the Wings of Rea/on, and of — / 
Erect in Stature, Prone in Appetite ! 

Patrons of Pleafure, pofting into Pain! ‘ae 
Lovers of Argument, averfe to Sénfe! — 
Boafters of Liberty, faft-bound in Chains! °°. 
Lords of the wide Creation, and. the Shame! -. 

More Sen/felefs than th’ Irrationals you feorn! —- - 


More Ba/e than thofe you-rule!.. .Than thofe you pity Pre 


Far more Undorie!. O: ye: moft:Infamous) 202 5). 


Of Feings, from Superior Dignity! ©: 201. v.22 | 


re in Woe from Means.of boundlefs:Blifs !- 
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Ye curft by Bleflings infinite! Becaufe 
Moft highly favour’d, moft profoundly loft! 
Ye motly Mafs of Contradiction ftrong+! | | 
And are you, too, convine’d, your Souls’ fly off 
In Exhalation foft, and die in Air, 
From the full Flood of Evidence againft you? | 
In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of Sen/e, 
Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heav'n, 
By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of your own: | 
But tho’ you can deform, you can’t defray ; 


To curfe, not uncreate, is all your Pow’r. 


Lorenzo! this black Brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce St. Evremoni, and read St. Paul. 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafon wing’d 
His mounting Mind. made long Abode in Heav'n. 
This is Freethinking, unconfin'd to Parts, — - 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent, 
Thro’ all the Provinces of. Human Thought, 
From Firft to Laft, (but £a/ there none fhall be!) . 


To dart her Flight, thro’ the whole Sphere of Man; 


OF this vaft Univerfe to make the Tour ; 


In 
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In each Recefs of Space, anid Time, -at Homes =! 
Familiar with their Wonders ; diving deep ; 
_ And, like a Prince of boundlefs Int’refts. There; 
Still moft ambitious of the moft Remote;: - 
To look on Zrush unbroken, and intire ; , 
Truth in the Syfem, the-full Orb; where Truths: >: .. 
By Truths inlighten’d, and fuftain’d, afford - 
An Arch-like, ftrong Foundation, to fupport. . 
Th’ incumbent Weight of abfolute, complete 
Conviétion ; Here, the more we prefs, -we ftand' =~ 
More Firm; Who moft Examine, moft Believe. - 
Parts, like Halffentences,; confound’; the Whole.’ 5 
Conveys the Senfe,- and Gop-is underftood ; - 
Who not in Fragments writes to Human Race; ©. 
Read his whole Volume, Sceptie! then, Reply «20°. 


This, This is Thinking-free, a Thought that grafps 
Beyond a Grain, ‘and looks beyond an Hour. 
Turn up thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene ; 
What are Earth’s Kingdoms, ‘to yon boundlefs Orbs, 
Of human Souls, one Day, the deftin’d Range ? 

And what yon boundlefs Orbs, to Gedlike Man! “a 
= Thofe 
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Thofe num’rous Worlds that.throng the Firmament, ="... - = 
And afk more Space in Heav'n, can ‘rowl at large 

In Man’s capacious Thought; and ftill leaye Room. 

For ampler Orbs; for new €feations,; There. -.., © 
Can fuch a Soul contraé ‘itfelf,: to gripe | 
A Point of no’ Dittienfion, of no’ Weight? - ee koe 
Itcan; itdoes: The Wdrldisfucha Point, “95 0! 
And, of ¢hat Point, how {mall 'a Part inflaves? . 


° ~ 


pa? 
Le 
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How {mall:a Part of Nothing, halt J ‘tay >. 

| Why not ? ---.F7%ends, our chief Treafure! How Fe Faery 2: 
Lucia, N ad divs scifaics PHILANPER: gonet 6 a 
The Grave, like fabled Cerdergs, hasopd ° | -., 

A Triple Mouth ;.-and, i an awhul Voice, Be avg, ed 
Loud calls my Soul. and utters All T fing. 7 ee 

- How the World falls to-pieces round about us, 

And leaves us:in a. Ryin of jour Joy? se 
What fays, This ‘Tran{portation of my Friends? 
It bids me love the Place where gw.they dwell, ei a ee 
And {corn this wrétehed Spot, ;they leave fo fe Reer. or . 


Eternity’s vaft.Ocean lies; before. thee 5<: pel dee ; an 
= Thetey -Lorsxzat thy | Cusnisss Gils, i od « 


2h) 
Give thy Mind Sea-room’; keep it wide of Barth, -'- 
That Rock of Souls immortal ; : cut thy Cord, 2 
Weigh Anchor ; Spread thy Sails } call ev’ ry Wind-; 
Eye thy Great Poke- far : Make the Land ad Life. oars 


- Two Kinds of Life has Sooblo-natar’d = . 
And Two of Death; the Eaft far moft fevere. . 

Life animal is nurtur’d by the Sun; 3 

Thrives on his Bounties, triumphs i ir his Beams. 

Life rational fubfifts: ori ‘higher Food, me a 
Triumphant in His Beams, who made the Day.: 
When we leave that Sun, and are left by tbis, 

(The Fate of ail who die in ftubborn Guilt): 

Tis utter Darknefs; ftrily, Doxdle Death. 

We fink by no Fzdicial Stroke of Heav’n, 

But Nature’s Courfe; as fure as Plummets fall: 
Since Gop, or Man, mutt alter, ere they meet,. 
(For Light and Darknefs blend not in one Sphere) - | 


"Tis manifeft, Lorenzo, who muft change. — 


Ir, then, that Double-death fhould prove thy Lot, a. 3 
Blame not the Bowels of the Derry ;. 
Man 
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Man fhall-be bleft, as far as Man permits. 

Not Man alone, -all Rasionals, Heav'n arms 
With an Ulluftrious, but: Tremendous, Pow’r, . 
To counter-a& Its own moft gracious. Ends ; m. : 


And this, of ftridt Neceffity, not Choice ; 


That Pow'r deny’d, Men, Angels; were no more, | 
But paflive Engines, void of Praife, or Blame, . - 


A Nature Rational implies the Pow’r - 

Of being bleft, or wretehed, as we pleafe : 
Elfe idle Rea/on would have nought to do : 
And he that would be barr’d Capacity 
Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Bhifs. 

Heav’'n wills our Happineds, allows our + Doom; a 
Anvites us ardently, but not compells : 

Heav'n but per/uades; almighty Man dude 3 
Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates. 

Man falls by Man, if finally He Falls; 5 


And fall He muft, who learns from Death alone, | 


_ The dreadful Secret,—-That he lives for Ever. 


Wuy Tis to thee? T lek yet; perhaps, in, Doubt 


Of Gecand Life: But wherefore doubtful. till P 
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Eternal Life is Nature’s ardent With ; 
What ardently we wifh, we /oon believe: 
Thy sardy Faith declares that With deftroy’d : 
What has deftroy’d it ?—- Shall I tell thee, What? 


When fear'd the Future, tis no longer witht, 


And when Unwifht, we /rive to Ditbelieve. 

“ Thus Infidelity our Guilt betrays.” 

Nor that the /o/e Detection ; Blufh, Lorenzo! 
Blufh for Hypocrify, if not for Guilt. | 
The Future fear'd ? An Infidel, and fear? 


Fear what? a Dream? a Fable ?~--How thy Dread, 


Unwilling Evidence, and, therefore, Strong, | 
Affords my Caufe an undefign’d Support ? 


~ How Disbelief affirms, what It denies ? 


© Tt, unawares, afferts Immortal Life.” 


Surprizing! Infidelity turns out | 
A Greed, and a Confeffion of our Sins : 
Apoftates, zhus, are Orthodox Divines, 


Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clafh no more ; 
Nor longer a Tranfparent Vizor wear.. 
Think’ft Thou, Rericion only has her Mafk? 
Our Infidels are Satan’s Hypocrites, 2) o- } 
K 


Pare ie 


Pretend 


} 
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_ Pretend the Worft, and, at the Bottom, fail 


When vifited by Thought, (Thought wz// intrude} 
Like Him they ferve, They tremble, and believe. 

Is there Hypocrify fo foul as This? 

So Fatal to the Welfare of the World? 

What Deteftation, what Contempt, their Due? 
And if Unpaid, be thank’d for their Efcape 

That Chriftian Candor they /fréve hard to fcorn. . 
If not for that Afylum, they might find 

A Hell on Earth; nor ‘fcape a worfe Below. 


Wiru Infolence, and Impotence of Thouglit, — 
Inftead of racking Fancy, to refute, | 
~ Reform thy Manners, and the Truth exjay.--- 
But fhall I dare confefs the dire Refult ? 
Can thy proud Rea/on brook fo black a Brand? 
From purer Manners, to fublimer Faith, 
Is Nature’s unavoidable Afcent; « 
An Jone? Deift, where the Gofpel fhines, 
- Matur’d to nobler, in the Chri/fian ends. 
When that bleft Change arrives, e’en caft afide -- 
This Song fuperfluous; Life immortal ftrikes 
Conviction, in a Flood of Light Divine. 


A Chri- 
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A Chriftian dwells, like * Urniz1, inthe Sun; - 
Meridian Evidence puts Doxdt to Flight; 
And ardent Hope anticipates the Skies. 
Of shat bright Sun, Lorenzo! feale the Sphere ; 
"Tis eafy ; It invites thee ; It defcends 
From Heav’n to woo, and-waft thee whence It came: 
Read, and revere the Sacred Page; a Page 
Where triumphs Jynortality ; a Page 
Which not the whole Creation could produce ; 
Which not the Conflagration fhall deftroy ; 
In Nature’s Ruins not one Letter loft: 
_ "Tis printed in the Mind of Gods for ever. 


In proud Difdain of what e’en Gods adore, 


Doft {mile p— Poor Wretch! thy Guardian Angel weeps. 


Angels, and Men, afient to what I fing; | 
Wits {mile, and thank me for my Midnight Dream, __ 
How vicious Hearts fume Frenzy to the Brain? | 
— Parts puth us on to Pride, and Pride to Shame ; 
Pert Infidelity is Wit's Cockcade, | - | 
To grace the brazen Brow that braves the Skies, 


© Milton. 
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Yet know, Iss Title flattets you, not me; 
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By Lofs of Being, dreadfully Secure. 
Lorenzo! if zby Dodtrine wins the Day, — 
And drives my Dreams, defeated, from the Field ; 
If This is All, if Earth a fiza/ Scene, — oe ae 
Take heed; ftand faft ; be fure-to be a Knave ; | 
A Knave in Grain; ne’er deviate to the Right: | 
Shouldft Thou be Good—.How infinite thy Lofs ? | _ 
Guilt only makes Annihilation Gain. | - 
Bleft Scheme! which Life deprives of Comfort, Death | : 
Of Hope; and which VICE only recommends. 
If fo; where, Infidels! your Bait thrown out 


‘To catch weak Converts ? Where your lofty Boaft 


Of Zeal for Virtue, and of Love to Man? 
ANNIHILATION, I confefs, in Thefe. 


Wuar can Reclaim you? Dare I hope profound 
Philofopbers the Converts of a Song ? 


Yours be the Praife to make my Title good ; 

Mine, to Blefs Heav'n, and Triumph in n your Praies 
But fince fo Peftilential your Difeafe, 

Though fov'reign is the Med’cine I prefcribe, 
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As yet, I'll neither Triumph, nor Defpair: 
But Hope, ere-long my Midnight Dream will wake 
Your Hearts, and teach your Wifdom—to be wife : 
For why fhould Souls Immortal, made for Blifs, - 


Ere With, (and with in vain!) that Souls could die ? 


What ne’er can die, Oh! grant to 4ve; and crown 


_ The With, and Aim, and Labour of the Skies 5 . 


Encreafe, and enter on the Joys of Heav’n: 
Thus fhall my Title pafs a Sacred Seal, 


Receive an Imprimatur from Above, 


While Angels fhout-—-4 ~— Reclain'd ! 


To clofe, Lorenzo! Spite of all my ‘Pains, | 
Still {eems it ftrange, that Thou thoulft live for ever e 
Is it lef ftrange, that Thou fhouldft live at a/® 
This is a Miracle; and That no more. Ce 
Who gave Beginning, can exclude an End 
Deny Thou art, Then, doubt if Thou foalt be. 
A Miracle, with Miracles inclos’d, _ 
Is Man? And ftarts his Faith at what is Strange ? 
What lefs than Wonders, from the onder ful ? 
What lefs than Miracles, from heli can flow ? 


eee : Admit 
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Admit a GOD,---that Myftery Supreme! = 
That Caufe uncaus’d! All other Wonders ceafe ; 
Nothing is Marvellous for. Him to do: 
Deny Him,-—allis Myftery befides re 
Millions of Myfteries ! Each Darker far, 
Than That thy Wifdom would, unwifely, fhun. 
If weak thy Faith, why chufe the Harder Side ? 
We nothing hice. but what is Marvellous ; 
Yet what is Marvellous, we can't de/ieve. 
So Weak our Rea/on, and fo Great our Gop, 
What moft furprizes in the Sacred Page, 
Or full as Strange, or Stranger, muff be True. 
Faith is not Rea/on’s Labour, but. Repofe. 

To Faith, and Virtue, why fo backward Man? 
From Hence - The Prefent ftrongly ftrikes us All ; . 
The Future, faintly : Can we, then, be Men ? 
If Men, Lorenzo! the Reverfe is Right. — 
Reafon is Man’s Peculiar ; Senfe, the Brute’s, 
The Prefent is the fcanty Realm of Senfe; 
The Future, -Reafon’s Empire unconfin’d;; - 
On That expending all her Godlike Pow’r, 


She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, ‘Triumphs, ébere ; 


5 There, 
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There, builds her Blefings ; There, expects her Praife ; 


And nothing afks of Fortune, or of Men. 
And what is Rea/on : ? Be the, thus, defin’d ; 
Reafon is Upright Stature in the Soul. 

Oh! be a Man ;-—- and ftrive to be a Gop. 


“© Ror what P (Thou fayft): To damp the Joys of Life ° a 


No; to give Heart and Subftance to thy Joys. 
That Tyrant, Hope! mark, how fhe domineers ; 
She bids us quit Realities, for Dreams ; 

Safety, and Peace, for Hazard, and Alarm ; | 
That Tyrant o’er the Tyrants of the Soul ! 


‘She bids Ambition quit its taken Prize, 


Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which Jt fits, 

Tho’ bearing Crowns, to fpring at diffant Game ; 
And plunge in Toils, and Dangers—-for Repofe. 

If Hope precarious, and of Things, when gain’d, 
Wf Little Moment, and as Little. Stay, 

Can {weeten Toils, -and Dangers into Joys 5 

What then , That Hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our Leave unafk’d? Rich Hope of boundlefs Blifs ! 


Blifs, paft Man’s Pow’r to paint it; Time's, to clofe! - 


This Hope is Easth’s moft eftimable Prize ; 
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This is Man’ 8: Portion, while no more - than3Man ;) bid. Sit 
| Tope, of all Paftions, ‘moft befriends us Heres . Shion bal’ 
Paffions of prouder Name befriend ‘us lefs ; WOESR oF dehy ba A 
Joy has her Tears’ ; and. Lranfport has her Deaths. i tides 9 e 
Hope, like a Cordial, Innocent, tho’ oftrong, a sed Wid | 
Man’ : Heart,” at once, nfpirits, and 1 Serenes ; 3 ; teclwy ooh eM 3 fey 
Nor makes bim pay, his Wifdom for Lis s Joys ; $41 te oF + ot 
‘Tis All, our. Prefent State ‘can 1 fa afel Ly bear, L a ° Tent ae 
Health to the Frame! and Vigour to the Mind! yo? ap ai, , ey cot 
And to the modeft Eye capis d Delight ! o | cm hegre SY . mS 
Like the fair Summer-Evening, muld, and Sweet! ii yd ' : 
Tis Man’ s full Cup ; his Paradife Below! 0 mahal ah i 
A bleft Hereafter, then, Or Hop'd, Or Gain’ On: cb oh ea: 
Is All ;—-our Whole: of Happinels : F ull Proof, - 
I chofe no. trivial, or inglorious ‘ Thos, bun Alo, i pau! sad aA 
_ And know, ye Foes to Song ! (9 well-meaning Men, _ + wach As 


Tho’ quite forgotten ” Half, your J Bible's Praife) M4 ohary Te 
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Important Truths, in Spite of : V Ferfe, may . eae oa a¥ ner) 
Grave Minds. you praife “Ror can -you praife too o much ; ly 


If there j is) ible ‘in, an, Rreanrry, Bye eee Ss 
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Let the Grave! liften ;. sand, be raver fl Mifsq aay. j 
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